TWO    MAPS

realism of facts and figures, without which the world will
not accept anything.   It has been cheated too often.

So in the end I could stick Schmidt's tales no longer,
and I said : c Do you think. Professor, that an unbiased
observer without party tickets, and a layman as far as
Polar science is concerned, would find the same picture if
he were to visit your realm?3

Schmidt answered quickly: 'Why don't you go and see
for yourself?5

There were some thirty people in the room. I could
not back out. We fixed an appointment for the coming
summer, 'either in Moscow or somewhere in Arctic Asia'.

I had doubts about it all later that evening. Was I the
right person to penetrate into this new field of Soviet
activity? I have the not uncommon habit of drawing
back like a snail and hiding in a house of stiff disbelief as
soon as I suspect that anyone is trying to feed me with
propaganda. Ancl then, would the people have confidence
in me, seeing that I would go without party tickets of any
kind? I knew my Russian to be fair-to-middling from former
travelling in the Soviet Union, sufficient to make myself
understood and to get the meaning of what people would
say to me. Curiosity was stronger than modesty, and so I
spent the next months reading accounts of Arctic explorers,
descriptions of Siberia and the Polar regions. While Ger-
many marched into the Rhineland, Haile Selassie lost his
Empire, and Downing Street adopted an attitude of wait
and see, while I cabled what cwas authoritatively reported
in diplomatic circles about the future of Abyssinia' and tele-
phoned what Svas learned in usually well-informed quarters
about the British Government's policy towards Germany
and her claims for colonial expansion', I had at the back
of my mind pictures of future Arctic towns3 centrally heated,
illuminated day and night throughout the Polar winter.
Week-ends were spent refreshing my Russian, and certain
afternoons reading dusty parchment volumes in the archives
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